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m in your hands 


Author's Notes: 
Written a few sleepless nights ago, just to write something to keep me good company - 


Soothing. It sure is. 

| like his fingers going through my hair, never mind the idiot look | have when | fuck him in braids. He loves it. 
It is a low price, considering | get to watch the work of art Taylor Hawkins is as he sets his mind to something. 
Some nights, it's a lot of that. He pats on the mattress and | lay down, putting myself into his hands like clay 
to mould cause he needs it. Sometimes we're quiet, other times it's just an excuse to talk about something he 
doesn't feel fully comfortable with. 

It happens. Not that he's avoiding any straightforward talk, we're way far from that phase - truth is, this 


little kink of his relaxes him too. It's freedom of action and intimacy at the same time and that's good. | want 


him to feel good. 


Some nights, he furrows his brows when he's close to the end of the length and his fingers start intertwining. 
He really can't nail that shit, all the more so with mockery and chuckles as background, but he tries to 


concentrate and do a decent job and once he's done, he flashes me the brightest of smiles. 


Some nights, he does it after we're done with satisfying other needs first. Many of those times, one of us has 
been getting it pretty hard - if for frustration or as stress release, it doesn't really mind. He wants to make 


sure | know he loves me, even without being as talkative as yours truly. 


Some nights, | just can't stop kissing and worshipping that taut chest of his, so warm and smooth and smelling 
like home. Meanwhile, he complains like a little girl who can't braid his Barbie properly. 


That's what love is about, for me. 
Getting pampered like a fuckin’ doll all night long, knowing the braids won't come undone till morning when he'll 
undo them by himself in the shower, as he scrubs my back. Another reason why | couldn't live without Taylor, 


another reason why | hate when he's half a world away from me. 


Besides, what good are fame, glory and big ass hotel rooms to you if you don't get to sleep with the sexiest, 
most terrible hairstylist in town? 


